Sergeant Gatcham was not the type to permit a buckshee
guardsman to wipe his eye.

Padi looked remarkably fierce. Some of the stories he got were
very convincing and needed all his acuteness to see through
them. As far as possible he liked to be fair.

"Well, Clarke/5 he began, softly, "you have been here far too
often lately. That's bad. It's all quite unnecessary.35 His voice rose
gradually. "I won't have it. There's no excuse for a guardsman
not having his buttons on. You must learn to keep yourself
properly dressed. You've been in the company long enough to
know I take a serious view of these things. I won't have it. Do you
understand? There might be some excuse on the other reports. Yes,
that's very bad. How does this man do, Sergeant-major?"

However much, in theory, Company Orders might seem
obsolete, trivial and degrading, here, listening to Padi's angry
tirade and demoralised by the atmosphere, Martin felt it to be a
significant and indispensable business. It no longer occurred to
him, as it might otherwise have done, that the loss of a button
wouldn't inconvenience a man locked in battle with a Jerry, or
that failure to stamp the foot at precisely the same second as the
rest of the squad would decisively affect an encounter with a Nazi
tank. Unfortunately, seeing Nobby had been indiscreet enough to
work a flanker, as he had subsequently described it, on the Jerk
at a battalion dance last week (admittedly when under the
influence of Naafi beer) by taking possession of a certain girl, he
knew he would not be doing too well. And he was right.

Padi's face grew graver still. The human element, as it is called,
was not recognised in matters of discipline.

"One drill/' he snapped.

"Fall in!" from the Jerk,

Padi glanced at the book and announced the next offender.

"Grey. Whilst on active service on the 22nd inst. untidy kit for
room inspection. Whilst on active service unshaven on parade.
Slovenly dressed. . .. One minute late...."

To Dolly the place was full of sergeants, there to swear his life
away. One of them took a pace forward and, in the monotones of
a constable giving evidence at a police court, stated: "This is your
report on that day, sir. This man had a blanket folded untidily
on room inspection." Sergeant Catcham leapt forward to testify
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